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'Whatsoever he hath of any honest custom,

Of her and me holdeth he every whit;

But lo, there was never nightly phantom

So far in error as he is from his wit.

To plain on us, he strivcth with the bit

Which may rule him and do him pleasure and pain

And in one hour make all his grief remain.

*But one thing there is above all other;
I gave him winges wherewith for to fly
To honour and fame, and if he would farther
Than mortal things, above the starry sky:
Considering the pleasure that an eye
Might give in earth by reason of his love,
What should that be that lastcth still above?

'And he the same himself hath said ere this.

But now forgotten is both that and I

That gave her him, his only wealth and bliss/

And at this word, with deadly shright and cry,

'Thou gave her me/ quoth I, 'but by and by

Thou took her straight from me, that woe worth thccl

'Not I,* quoth he, *but price, that is well worth,'

At last both, each for himself, concluded,

I trembling, but he with small reverence:

*Lo, thus as we have now each other accused,

Dear Lady, we wait only thy sentence/

She, smiling: 'After this said audience

It liketh me,' quoth she, *to have heard your question.

But longer time doth ask resolution/

SONGS AND LYRICS

I

MY lute awake I perform the last
Labour that thou and I shall waste,
And end that I have now begun:
And when this song is sung and past,
My lute be still, for I have done.